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Girl Detective plays tennis with the ivy-clad wall of her mother's mansion, a human ear 
dangling from the belt loop of her houndstooth skort. 


“This old thing?” she says carelessly. “One of mother’s heirlooms. A curious relic of a 
barbaric era, in which blood called for blood. Thank god for the advent of the 
automobile.” 


Girl Detective’s 27th birthday party. Her mother is questing on the taiga, but she sent a 
gift. A large crate, the kind that chips the teeth of crowbars. Girl Detective sits on it, 
kicking her legs as she contemplating the innards. 


The postal twins hand her a present: a rare misprinted stamp. It shows a famous woman 
of the province, but with the error that her face is detached an inch from her head, 
revealing her skull. 

Girl Detective addresses them gravely: “Thank you chums.” She cuts the cake, a 
molasses-soaked bran loaf with turnip-butter frosting. “Healthy, and reasonably 
delicious.” 

The girl in the black skirt is in the shed preparing a surprise present. She pulls the 


rubber tubing tight and screws the cap back on the petrol can. Something kicks behind 
the canvas. Black Skirt breaks another ampoule of morphine and fills the syringe. 


Girl Detective sits in church, humming along to the choir. 

And til I see that face 

Ain’t for me to question why 

Til I am rose to another place 

Dancing in the sky 

As the service lets out, the ladies of the town remark upon her: 
"Oh, that girl detective. There goes a fine girl with a clever spring.” 
“And vivacity to boot.” 


“A girl with a well turned heel.” 


“A convivial face is admired everyplace.” 


Girl Detective lies on her mother’s bed covered in her mother’s pearls. “Oh, for the 
languor of it all,” she thinks. 


Girl Detective drinks a vinegar-honey concoction. “Bracing. The correct thing to start a 
day.” 


Meanwhile, Black Skirt drinks warm milk from the thing in her shed, spiced with the 
cloacal effluvia of a warbler who died shortly after laying her eggs. 
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Girl Detective spots a human tooth embedded in the dining room chandelier. 


“When a mother is away, a girl must bear upon her personal reservoirs of strength.” 

“I have gained 16 pounds in the last month,” Girl Detective writes in her diary. She hears 
the cry of quails, and makes a note of it in her ornithology notebook. 

Girl Detective finds a corpse, recently buried in the churchyard, laid across the hood of 


her mother’s expensive aubergine car. “Desecration most foul,” she thinks, snapping her 
bubblegum. 


The Aprizowac family thanks Girl Detective for solving the mystery of the Amber Brooch. 
“Without your help, we would never have thought to search the catacombs below our 
wine cellar!” 


Girl Detective smiles modestly. “When a girl can reveal the hidden nature of the world, 
she ought to, when she can.” 


Girl Detective surreptitiously eats the stolen necklace. 
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Girl Detective is in the town infirmary vomiting up shards of bloody necklace. Nurse 
Eristha rubs her back, vein-laced hand pushing around the wrinkles of the blue rayon 
blouse. “Now how ever did that happen?” 


“I tripped. Mouth landed right on the necklace. Formed a perfect seal. Cry of shock 
sucked it right up.” 


Girl Detective pulls up her argyle tights. Black Skirt hides under her bed, close enough to 
sniff Girl Detective’s calves, which smell like milk and chicken. 
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Black Skirt holds the lit cigarette an inch from Girl Detective’s skin. “If you let me burn 
you three times, I'll tell you where the tiaras of Delatrice are buried.” 


“Pain is the price of revelation,” Girl Detective observes grimly. 


Girl Detective leans back on the green plastic cot and exposes her stomach. Nurse 
Eristha applies a poultice of slimy, reeking onions. Girl Detective shivers at the clammy 
mash. 


“I have never seen such a girl as you for trouble.” 

“I’m just doing my best to solve the mysteries.” 

The nurse sighs and picks another shard of obsidian from Girl Detective’s belly fat. 
“Say, Miss Eristha, did these onions come from the old Gadiss farm by any chance?” 
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Girl Detective finds her mother’s ceremonial saber. She stabs a mannequin through the 
heart, thinking of Black Skirt. 


“Would that this unfeeling effigy were her beating flesh!” 


Rain spatters angrily against the bay windows. 
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Girl Detective and Black Skirt swing knives at each other along the edge of the cesspool. 
Black Skirt lunges forward. “It will be such a pleasure to see someone utterly immersed 
in the concentrated filth of such a useful component of the town’s sewage 
infrastructure,” she sneers. 


Girl Detective sidesteps the attack, nearly slipping on the effluvial rim. She says, “I love 
the clothes I’m wearing and I don’t want them to be dirty. But I swore to solve the 
mystery of the grandmother clock.” 


“Let’s see you solve the mystery of e. Coli.” Black Skirt spits in Girl Detective’s eyes and 
kicks her in the kneecap. Girl Detective stumbles back, one leg in the air, the other 
tottering on the slimy ledge. 


Girl Detective is shivering and vomiting in the hospital ward. Nurse Eristha faithfully 
catches her bile in a pan. It grows heavy against her thin, trembling arms. 


“Thank you, nurse. I know your job must bring you into contact with many repellent 
contagions and biohazardous materials, but I never expected the embarrassment of mine 
being counted among them. Your mother knew my mother, after all.” 


“Pshaw. Just doing my job for a sweet girl who never deserved to shake so. 


“You are a very lady of the trenches.” 


A farmer’s market is canceled after varicose veins appear on the beets. Girl Detective 
sticks them with needles. 


Nurse Eristha administers a flaxseed enema to Girl Detective. “A good purge can speed 
along the recovery process,” she says, the thumb of her blue latex glove firmly pressed 
into the crease of Girl Detective’s ass just below the tailbone. “Disease, after all, is an 
accumulation of toxins in the body.” 


“This is true.” 
The nurse squeezes the bag. “This is the body’s way of confessing.” 


Nurse Eristha struggles in the closet a floor above, ether-soaked gauze wrapped around 
her face like a veil of delirium, wrists and ankles bound with catheters. 


The false nurse grins like a cheese grater as Girl Detective stirs uncomfortably. “Just a 
little more...” 


Inside the enema bag, the shadow stirs. 


Girl Detective crawls from a trail of her own filth, dragging herself by a scalpel like a 
climber with a pick. The nurse staggers away, belly wound oozing. Her dress juts at odd 
angles, as if something hard is pressed against the starched white fabric. Girl Detective 
briefly thinks of an airplane crash she saw in the town paper, charred struts in a grainy 
photograph. 


A crude, shadow-whelped version of Girl Detective lies miscarried on the floor, reeking 
of intestine. “Where’s the necklace,” it drips. “We need to find the locket,” it sloughs, 
crumbling like black jello. 


“Thank the lord above, you saved us all!” exclaims Nurse Eristha. 


“Haha, I’m glad you’re the real you!” Girl Detective winks, toasting her with a drink of 
medical water. 


Miles away, something drops from the sewer mouth. The Girl Detective crawls into the 
moonlight, distended jaw gaping wordlessly. 
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Girl Detective, hogtied in the old windmill as the cuckoo clock bomb ticks down. Her 
thighs chafe. 


If only her trained mouse Pipkin were here. It would nibble her restraints off right away, 
just as she taught it to do in her bedroom with those cheese-smeared ropes. A rope can 
scarcely get within 10 yards of her now before the wee creature eviscerates it. 


Or maybe her friends the postal twins will come by on a hunch, and use a letter opener 
to first pick the lock, then sever her bonds. 


Or perhaps if she positions herself precisely so that the drip of fluid from the leaky 
windmill engine falls on the rope, then knocks over that vase, the blazing sun will 
concentrate through a shard of broken glass and ignite the fuel.. 


kk* 
Girl Detective passes out and wakes up in a dark attic full of suffocating warm air and 


cobwebbed junk. The windmill is nowhere to be seen, and there are no windows to orient 
herself. Her bonds are still secure. 


Girl Detective has been in the attic for four days. Her wrists and ankles are rawwed red 
by the rope. She is dehydrated, delirious, starving, sweating. 


Girl Detective has been in the attic for seven days now. Her skirt smells terrible. She 
drinks from a puddle of rancid water oozing from a wall of cardboard boxes like a stream 
at the cleft of a mountain. The stream is infused with mothballs and rat shit. She knocks 


over a jug of beet syrup to lure ants. “Bug jam,” she thinks as she chews the coagulated, 
ant-riddled sugar from the floor. 


The smell reminds her of poorly cooked meals growing up. 
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The puddle has dried to a dark purple stain. No ants come. She mumbles quips to herself 
in the fever of that sealed attic. 


Girl Detective perishes after eleven days, beet syrup on her lips like cracked impasto. 
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Black Skirt kneels in the meadow, dandelion latex staining her black skirt. 
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Black Skirt replaces the green stone she keeps by the back door of her shack. The few 
who observe this ritual are uncertain what her criteria for treating the stone as 
"expended" is. 


Black Skirt gathers eggs from the shed out back. Warm musky straw smells. The eggs 
drip with a translucent yellow fluid. She pets the thing in the shed and strokes its long 
matted hair. 


Black Skirt eats a worm from the orgiastically decomposing soil. 
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Black Skirt is in the church garden slashing the heads from flowers. “A spell to curse the 
proud.” 


At the age of 9, Black Skirt built a guillotine for her dolls. This guillotine was dashed 
apart by her parents, and she was sent to bed without dinner. She learned to punish her 
dolls in more secret ways. A needle jabbed into the head, or folding them head to heel 
and burying them in tiny boxes. 


“Guess the tallest poppy gets the grease,” she laughs, pouring oil on Girl Detective, 
bound and struggling in the bathtub. 


“Grease alienates us from the most fundamental parts of ourselves. It makes us an enemy 
of water. It traps heat. Prevents the proper circulation of caloric. You remind me of 
grease. You are a blockage. Girl Detective, the human shaped grease.” 


She places a finger on Girl Detective’s struggling bangs and pushes her head under the 
surface. 


Girl Detective naps stiffly before the blazing fireplace, supine and hands at her sides like 
she’s lying inside an invisible casket, glasses white from reflecting the fire. 


Black Skirt stares through the window as the rain lashes down. She has been there for 
five hours. She is naked, hair swirled around her face, each tangle exactly where the rain 
placed it. 


Black Skirt sneaks up behind Girl Detective with a syringe full of snake egg yolk and 
fool’s mercury. 


Black Skirt hurls a dart at Girl Detective from the underbrush. It sinks into her hand. She 
stares at the raven fletching. 


“At first | thought a wasp had stung me, but now I see a greater insect is upon me.” 
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“I love it when people are sleeping so I can steal all their turtles :]” 
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Black Skirt practices her kekeke’s in the mirror. 
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Black Skirt is hanging Girl Detective from the old gallows. Girl Detective spits at Black 
Skirt. Black Skirt pulls a black mask over Girl Detective’s head and kisses it. “Guess you 
solved the mystery of the phantom motorist after all.” 


Girl Detective’s faithful hound Bellatrix sinks her teeth into Black Skirt’s ankle. Black 
Skirt flings the seeds of the nightmane plant into the hound’s eyes. The hound writhes on 
the ground, paralyzed and frothing. Black Skirt hobbles over to the gallow and throws 
the lever. The rusty engine groans into action and the rope begins to tighten. Girl 
Detective makes horrid gagging sounds, and the black of the mask grows darker around 
her mouth. 


In the sky a storm of swords gathers. Girl Detective peers through the mask threads and 
exclaims, “It is the religious vision I have had since childhood!” 


Black Skirt stares into the sky. It is uncertain whether she sees the same thing. 
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Black Skirt’s jaw hangs half off, leaving a trail of teeth behind her as she heads up the 
meadow hill. 


Black Skirt lies face down in the dandelions, sobbing in the meadow stench, wet earth 


clinging to her nostrils. Rain soaks her torn shirt, dissolving dried blood in watercolor 
plumes. 
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Girl Detective empties her magazine into the scarecrow. Later she finds the shells under 
her pillow. 


Girl Detective leans against the tombstone. Gunshots ring and gravestone chips fly. 


Then a silence. Her revolver trembles as she listens. Long spindly hands reach around the 
gravestone and pull a garrote tight around her neck, sawing her struggling body against 
the tombstone until her head falls off. 


Girl Detective digs ampoule shards from her foot, opiates coursing into her sole. 
Something glides silently through the hospital on currents of shadow, head rotating 
smoothly. She slots the last bolt into her crossbow, struggling to stay awake... 
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Girl Detective is waylaid on the highway and her hair is tangled at knife point. The 
mysterious figure leaves her with a smell of something vegetal and bittersweet, along 
with four stabbed tires. 


Girl Detective is forced to walk home. Her abundant layers hang heavy in the rain, a suit 
of soggy armor. Brown eyeliner runs down her face like a melted extension of her bangs. 


“My aspect is absolutely ruined,” she intones. 
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Black Skirt tickles Girl Detective in the smell of rotten apples squishing under her 
thrashing thighs. Black Skirt’s fingers scrape along the ridges on the side of Girl 
Detective’s feet, dig between her toes. 

“Where’s the reliquary map?” 


“IT won't tell I won’t tell I won’t tell,” Girl Detective cries. 


“I bet it’s in the study. Or maybe the orrery. What appeals more to your stunted sense of 
symbolism?” 


Girl Detective’s retort turns into a scream as Black Skirt digs into her. 
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Girl Detective investigates the sealed room in the Lockhurst hotel. On the other side of 


the wall, her desiccated corpse lies contorted in the darkness, fingers gouged into wood. 
She examines the cobwebbed dressing table. “Ah, the missing locket,” she exclaims. 
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The oubliette hatch closes and the footsteps fade away. Something stirs in the dark with 
a Clink of chains, then sniffs at the blood pattering from Girl Detective’s severed wrist. 
Girl Detective grimly cracks a cyanide capsule between her teeth. 
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The postal twins have black bangs and never go to church. 
The postal twins fill a saucer with milk and place it in the post office courtyard. 
In the morning the saucer is unchanged. One of them cries. The other goes inside. 
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Girl Detective is having a sleepover with the postal twins. “Don’t you ever get tired, 
delivering all that mail?” 


They get up silently and walk outside. She follows them to the old quarry. They shine a 
flashlight into a deep pit, revealing thousands of letters. 


“What do the townspeople receive then?” 


The twins start writhing back and forth as if their bones had melted. They open their 
mouths in silent screams. 


An antique javelin is embedded in the scarecrow, which is miles away from the cornfield, 
and square in the middle of the post office. The postal twins draw the blinds. 
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Girl Detective pulls on her tweed ski mask and breaks into the post office. 
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Girl Detective pierced with arrows, drowning in the forbidden aquifer. Black Skirt lowers 
her bow. 


Girl Detective is being given nosebleeds by Black Skirt. 


“Are you sure you Can take it?” 
Girl Detective cries, “Y-yes...” 


Black Skirt slaps her face again. 


Girl Detective spins the globe in her mother’s study. Suddenly it has no landmasses, only 
water. She feels dizzy. 


Girl Detective weeps after Black Skirt breaks her favorite window. 
“Please, no more! I beg you!” 
Black Skirt bares her sharp teeth and smashes another window with the morningstar. 


“If you want me to stop you have to show me the scrape on your knee. The one from 
falling off the milk cart.” 


Girl Detective pulls her skirt up a few inches, her face transformed by hatred. Black Skirt 
smiles. 


Girl Detective goes through her mother’s things. Four handguns, two automatic carbines, 
a shotgun, a vintage grenade, and a derringer. She straps the derringer to her boot with a 
pleased expression. 


Girl Detective kneels down and whips out her ankle derringer. “Freeze, or I’ll give you 
some of the good stuff.” 


The shadowy figure pauses. “I was merely approaching your cabin to offer to chop some 
of this region’s quality firewood for you.” 


Girl Detective suspiciously inquires, “Firewood?” 

“The firewood of this province is unusually fast burning and fragrant.” 
“The sap must be potent.” 

“It is actually a property of the bark.” 

“Why not both?” 


“I assure you, the sap is limpid and powerless.” 


A beam of moonlight escapes the clouds, revealing the opera gloves of the stranger. She 
flings her hatchet with unerring aim, striking Girl Detective in the shoulder. Girl 
Detective cries out, sagging like a wounded deer. She fires her derringer and the shot 
goes wild. A tree bleeds. The figure inhales. 


“A sudden friction on the bark releases a scent like a dryad being stroked to completion.” 


The stranger lays her hand firmly on the hatchet sticking from Girl Detective’s shoulder, 
caressing it like a freshly oiled bridle. 


Girl Detective reads one of her mother’s old dossiers. 


The lady with opera gloves. A woman of luxury and glamor. Accustomed to the finest 
things. They say she loves her jewels. And she'll do anything to keep them. Even if that 
means committing the most detestable acts. I should know, I went to school with her. 


Girl Detective sets the document down and makes an astonished face. 
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The opera glove woman is polishing saddles in her jodhpurs. 


“Ah ha, a clue!” Girl Detective thinks loudly. “I wonder if she knows anything about the 
mystery of the shrouded equestrian.” 


Girl Detective winks to herself. “Time to give her the old spy business!” Girl Detective 
pulls on her paisley ski mask. Her breathing pushes the fabric back and forth, the crude 
circle of her mouth sucking wetly against the hallucinogenic pattern. 


She breaks into the opera glove woman’s stable-mansion, where she finds a mahogany 
rack full of riding crops. She steals a silver-tipped crop with a rich and oily wood. 
“Another clue...” 


A clattering sound against the timber flooring. She can’t tell how many rooms away it is. 
She runs and trips. 


The Marindel estate has lost a priceless jade bracelet. Girl Detective tracks it to the old 
well in the abandoned part of town, where the forest meets the mountain and forgotten 
mines are choked with avalanche and tree slurry. The houses near the well have long 
sloughed away, leaving only foundations grown through with weeds and ivy. Her Mary 
Janes crack on the carpet of dead leaves surrounding the well. 


She licks her lips and peers into the darkness. At that very moment, something sharp 
stings her calf. She screams. 


A fishhook tugs at her flesh, pulling the soft meat back. The opera gloved woman 
gracefully, languidly, teasingly tugs on the pole, her purple lipstick split in a sneer. 


“I never forgot what my mother told me: reel in the catch when it gets frisky.” 
“My mother had something to say too: never go fishing with a strange woman!” 


Girl Detective is dragged through the dirt, legs thrashing. She hears wet crunches. 
“You’re making me crush all the snails!” 


Girl Detective cries as the snailgoo trails from the seat of her dress. The nylon cord 
slacks. The opera glove woman comes over. 


“Shhh, I’m sorry. I won’t fish you anymore.” 
Girl Detective tries to stop crying but her face just gets redder and puffier. 
“Here, I’ll even give back the jade bracelet.” 


Girl Detective cries and laughs. “I guess the mystery of the jade bracelet...is solved!” She 
wipes her tears and gets snailjuice and blood all over her face. 


wk 


Girl Detective beats Black Skirt with a tennis racket until her skin is waffled. 


“Every time I catch you in my nasturtium garden I punish you the same way. Yet you 
always come back. Is this not the essence of folly?” 


Black Skirt licks the blood from her lip. “Maybe you need to try a different sport.” 
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Girl Detective falls asleep in the hunting shelter to the falling marbles of the rain. 


She dreams of escaping town by river. The river follows the road, and because the road is 
hard and the river is soft, she feels a sense of hope that she did not feel in her prior 
dreams, where she could not escape by road, where something always turned her back, 
or she ended up at the beginning again, or other things she cannot recall, like a black 
fog in her memory. 


The river begins to curve, but that’s alright, many rivers do. 
In the dream she is both on the boat and staring down at herself from the sky. 


The river is a spiral in the forest. She is always nearing the center, never quite reaching 
it. 


The overcast sky hurts her eyes, a blinding darkness. She stares into the bottom of the 
boat. The whorls of the wood seem like writhing worms. As she stares, she begins to 
sense a change in the river, as if it was growing shallower, like near a shore, and the 
impression of something blocking the breeze, altering the acoustics like a structure. The 
creaking of the trees grows more angular. 


Girl Detective is on the train. Girl Detective is wearing a herringbone pattern bra. Ring 
knives soaked in herring oil are sewn into the bra. “Never know when you’ll need one of 
these bad girls!” 


The train rattles and her breasts shake. She adjusts her bangs. 


Girl Detective investigates the blood-soaked train car. She grills a terrified witness, a 
turnip saleswoman clutching her briefcase. 


“Did you see anything?” 
“She looked like...you!” 


Girl Detective runs down the corridor and sees a broken window in a sleeper car. She 
approaches the flapping curtain. Beyond the rippling dark blue fabric spans the marsh, 
and a figure slinking away into the tall grass. 
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Girl Detective leaps off the train and breaks her leg. 
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Girl Detective hobbles through the reeds. A marsh owl watches her from a witchy tree. 
She comes to a place where the insects are silent and the grass outgrows the horizon. 
There are spongy things in the water, pale pocked lumps. She pulls out her magnifying 
glass but is distracted by a strand of brown hair smeared across a wet green stone. She 
looks back at the water and can see nothing through the reflection of the grey sky, like a 
rush of clouding silt from the depths. 


Girl Detective visits the entomologist, a lady as spry as the mantises under her 
supervision. She leaves enormously pleased. 
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Girl Detective finds mysterious wounds on the statue of Dela Mar. “Surely such a 
desecration could only have been visited upon a town which has committed some grave 
and mysterious blasphemy...” 


Girl Detective pulls on her gingham swimsuit. The pool in her mother’s mansion is matted 
with algae, as if you could just step out on it like a field of moss. She dips a toe in 
gingerly. The water is cold and slimy and sticks to her skin. 


Her foot leaves a hole in the algae, and in the hole she sees something dark and forking 
like a root in the water. A branch fallen from a tree, perhaps. 


The sky is deeply overcast. She falls asleep on the patio tile, pressed against afternoon’s 
faintly lingering heat. 


She wakes up and the tile is cold. She is right next to the pool, fingers dangling over the 
edge, reflected on the dark surface. 


She tries to remember what she dreamt about. Something about her revolver rusting in a 
cardboard box in a distant part of the mansion, buried under a mess of yellowed 
documents. 


Her mother taught her the importance of her dream diary to solving cases. In dreams, the 
subconscious mind may reveal what it conceals during waking life. But she is not on a 
case right now. She allows the dream to forget itself. The hallway leading to the revolver 
room fades. 


Girl Detective bakes a rhubarb pie according to an old family recipe. 
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Girl Detective finds the cloning chamber behind the wall of her mother’s bedroom. Glass 
bulbs full of half-formed girl detectives suspended in emerald nutrient fluid. A record 
player scratchily whispers repetitive phrases. She smashes one of the vats with a golf 
club. The clone opens its mouth as if screaming, but its vocal cords aren’t formed yet. 
Girl Detective stumbles back as the clone skids from the vat and crawls from the house, 
leaving a trail of mucus in the direction of the marsh. 


In another room a typing machine generates a letter for her. A gauge points to various 
settings: Nurturing, Stern, Distant, Fond, Evasive, Doting, Brisk. 


She hurls a gear into the machine like a discus. “Let this machine of deceit breathe no 
more!” 


Later she runs crying to the machine and reads the aborted letter, cut off mid-sentence 
in a slash of ink from the spasmed printing arm. 
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Black Skirt hypnotizes Girl Detective into smearing tar on her feet. She cries as she tries 
to pick it off. 


Black Skirt pours kerosene over the priceless flowers of the botanical garden. 
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Black Skirt jabs her moth knife into Girl Detective’s thigh. “Just checking for witch 
marks,” she murmurs. 


Girl Detective is on a drug that reverses the sensations of pain and pleasure, spiked in 
her morning milk. Her eyes cross. 


Black Skirt smokes cigarettes behind the taxidermy shop. The smoke damages the fur. 
The taxidermist lashes at Black Skirt with a strip of rawhide. Black Skirt hisses, red lines 
rising on her flesh. 


She nurses her wounds in the bell tower. 


Black Skirt limps along the drained canal, hair dirty with dandelion puffs. She drags a 
birdcage behind her, covered in black cloth. 
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Black Skirt eats honey from an overturned beehive. The apiarist is returning home from 
church when she sees an enormous cloud of bees gather in the sky above her bee yard, 
then disperse like burning ash across the town. 


‘kk 


Black Skirt is curled up on the floor of her shack, down with the dust and the cobwebs. 
Strewn around her: a brown wig, a cheap paste necklace, a houndstooth skort made from 
patches of crude leather stitched together with heavy thread. Black Skirt stares through 
her fingers, a single twitching eye exposed, back heaving as she breathes into her hands 
like a flu mask. 
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Black Skirt trudges up the meadow hill. Inventory: Saber cuts across her arms, a knife 
wound through her hand, a bullet hole in her thigh, a burnt cheek, tattered clothes 
clinging to bloody skin, a chewed ear. 


In the distance, Girl Detective’s mansion burns. An expensive aubergine car is crashed 
into a tree, branches full of glass. Arrows are scattered across the face of the forest. 


The post office is being dragged apart by three strong horses. Chains rattle and sway and 
groan as the wooden firmaments are drawn and quartered. 


A religious symbol is trampled in the rush of bodies. 
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Black Skirt sinks into the dandelions. Her lungs find their tempo again. Milky tears 
stream from her eyes. 


Her wounds suck greedily at themselves and her skin becomes whole. But at that 


moment, to her dazed eyes, her skin appears translucent. She sees many layers of skin, 
and the scars upon them like a palimpsest, endlessly erased and regouged. 
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Girl Detective wakes up drowning like always. 


